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understood. However, he was used to not under-
standing all the ways of men. Suffering Monsieur
Bergeret to do as he would, he continued to
perform his duty, barking furiously to scare the
evil-doers* Then, from the depths of his throat,
he drew growls of hatred and anger; and a fright-
ful contraction of his lips uncovered his white
teeth. Backing away from his enemies, he hurled
threats at them.

" Is that your dog, papa ?"

"You were to have come on Saturday," re-
marked Monsieur Bergeret.

" Didn't you get my letter ?" inquired Zoe.

" Yes," replied Monsieur Bergeret.

<c No, I mean the other one/'

ec I received only one."

" One cannot hear oneself speak here 1"

It is true that Riquet was barking at the top
of his voice.

"Your sideboard is dusty," remarked Zoe,
putting her muff on it. "Doesn't your servant
ever do any dusting ? "

Riquet could not bear anyone to lay hold of
the sideboard like that* Either he had conceived
a special aversion for Mademoiselle Zoe or he
judged her the more important of the two, for it
was to her that he addressed his loudest barks
and growls. When he saw her place a hand upon
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